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three sisters was equalled by their own, for Miss Charpillon
had not told them that Seingalt was the Casanova they had
defrauded.
*I have the pleasure of recognising you, madame/
'And I you too, sir. That scoundrel of a Bolome	*
cDo not let us speak of him, at any rate not to-day. I see
that you are ill.*
CI have been at death's door, but am better now. My
daughter did not announce you by your name/
'Pardon me, my name is Seingalt as well as Casanova.'
At this moment the grandmother and the two aunts came
in, followed by the Chevalier Goudar, whom I had known
in Paris, and two other men named Rostaing and Caumont.
They were the three friends of the family, and their busi-
ness was to inveigle dupes and take their part in plundering
them.
Such was the infamous company in which I found my-
self. I secretly swore I would never set foot in the house
again; but Miss Charpillon, apologising for the indifferent
dinner at her house, cleverly forced me to invite them all to
a supper on a date she herself fixed. After coffee, we played
four rubbers of whist. I lost; and at midnight went home,
vexed and displeased with myself, but more bewitched than
ever.
I passed two days without seeing her, the third was the
day on which the supper was to take place. At nine o'clock
in the morning she appeared with her aunt.
'I have come/ she said in the most engaging way, 'to
have breakfast with you, and to speak to you on a matter
of business/
cNow, or after breakfast?*
'Afterwards, for we must be alone/
When the meal was over, the aunt went into another
room, and Miss Charpillon explained to me that her family
was in a most unfortunate position, but that if her aunt
had a hundred guineas she could make a small fortune.
'And how?'

